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belongs, therefore, to the spiritual energy
which we express on the earth-plane through
our senses and intelligence; the energy of the
Soul builds the Beautiful in the midst of the
sickness and sorrow, the injustice and cruelty
which often remind man of his bondage in life.
The Beautiful is the Free. Here is the first
mark of Beauty. The rugged face of the Sadhu
is beautiful; it is the face of a free man. Artifice
is the death of art; the peasant girl in her
simple dress, unconscious of the golden glory
of her face, is beautiful; the fashionable fop
with his artificial dress and artificial curls is
not. Visiting, some weeks ago, the ruins of
Arora, once famous in song and story, now
unremembered even by the sons of Sind, I saw
an old well from which the poor, simple boys
and girls of the village were drawing water by
turning again and again a primitive looking
Persian wheel. The work did not tire them ;
they turned it round and round, finding
joy in the work; they looked beautiful; they
did their work so spontaneously, so disinteres-
tedly. The work was their play; it enabled
them to express their energy. In that free
play-work they felt happy, they looked beauti-
ful The Beautiful is the Free. One sad thing
about our modern houses is that they are
ugly; they are built for the pleasure or profit
of the wealthy few. The red-brick houses
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